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Rcsanette, who had just undressed herself, came
across to him, and noticing a tear in his eyelids,
kissed him gravely on the forehead.
He arose, saying:
"By Jove, we mustn't kill this little one!"
Then she talked a lot of nonsense. To be sure,
it would be a boy, and its name would be Frederick.
It would be necessary for her to begin making its
clothes; and, seeing her so happy, a feeling of pity
for her took possession of him. As he no longer
cherished any anger against her, he desired to know
the explanation of the step she had recently taken.
She said it was because Mademoiselle Vatnaz had
sent her that day a bill which had been protested for
some time past; and so she hastened to Arnoux to
get the money from him.
"I'd have given it to you!" said Frederick.
"It is a simpler course for me to get over there
what belongs to me, and to pay back to the other
one her thousand francs."
"Is this really all you owe her?"
She answered:
" Certainly 1"
On the following day, at nine o'clock in the even-
ing (the hour specified by the doorkeeper), Frederick
repaired to Mademoiselle Vatnaz's residence.
In the anteroom, he jostled against the furniture,
which was heaped together. But the sound of voices
and of music guided him. He opened a door, and
tumbled into the middle of a rout. Standing up be-
fore a piano, which a young lady in spectacles was
fingering, Delmar, as serious as a pontiff, was de-
claiming a humanitarian poem on prostitution; and
his hollow voice rolled to the accompaniment of the